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GETTING UP AN APPETITE 
“ Considering the huge public responsibilities and domestic cares for ever weighing upon his shoulders, Poor Pa’s buoyant juvenility is positively 
astonishing. In order to get up an appetite for the Christmas dinner and impart a seasonable flavour to the occasion, he and other members of the 
rouse party got themselves up in Pickwickian garb, and manufactured a slide upon a Battersea Park pond. But realism can be carried a little bit 
ov far, and Poor Papa yot an awful duckiny. The quantity of hot brandy punch it took to thaw him would have floated an ironclad.”—Toorsis. 


CRUEL TIMES. 


On bigemey ! 19th, 1770, a notice, which we have slight! 
abridged, was issued by the rates at Bow Street © 4 
“ Next Tuesday, commonly called Shrove Tuesday, is that 


y; 
day on which the humanity of Engliehmeu has been usually 
isgraced by a no lees barbarous than shameful practice 


DP a (4 the throwing at cocks, What can be more coward! 
| | ~a YA, | PES eee 


f, Gh brave an animal to a stakeaaa poor cock, till, by large sticks, 
\ thia poor animal is either totally destroyed, or his Gute 60 
cE 


THE SKELETON CAB. 


broke that he cannot stand? Nay, frequently the cruelty 
does not end here, for when they have no longer a leg to 
stand on to face their relentless enemies they are placed in 
a hat or pot till they are totally destroyed. But ‘tis to be 
moped that masters of families will carefully represent the 
heinousness of this offence to their servants and apprentices ; 
and if they should not take the benefit of their advice and 
this caution, 'tis to be hoped they will be apprehended by 
the constables, and brought to condign puni:hment, as. 
ides the above cruelty, it frequently happens that 
masengers passing and re-passing receive great injuries 
rom the sticks thrown on these occ*sions,” 
ieee no as it in toettet to any extent. represent. 
The stor. - . to return in an hour orse, As & the brutalities practise by the so-called lovers of Sports; 
en of fact, be as Slant Ger oven serait ack whee teh tes eee ine onataae ot things. ee artver taal dicapeare, at I ie horse bar dwindled into a see it would be impossible here to print the revolting 
ton, but 8 iscovered ' t cl lor mau; . 
Juli sad veel aggureany Sune be Wome Laem Weuncceee : ‘As to the treatment of criminals, nothing could well be 
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more cruel than it was. The pillory was still in and the 
miserable wretches, with their heads and arms fixed tig tly ina 
wooden frame, were pelted by a pitiless mob with stones an mud 
and filth; often maimed for life; sometimes blinded ; sometimes 
killed. Flogging at im curt's tail through the London streets was 
‘et a popular spectacle in 3 
7 “Shortly afta the Court had passed sentence, the gates of the 
Old Bailey yard were unfolded, and the hundreds who had ine 
impeded both the foot and carriage way, rushed to be grati 
with the sight of a public floaging. The unhappy culprits 
were William Eames, aged fourty-four, and Samuel ee 
a thirty-five, who were convicted of stealing & 
of oats. It appeared to astonish the medical gentlemen in 
attendance that the culprits bore minety-one lashes with such 
apparent fortitude. Our astonishment and indignation was 
when we saw, at the back chamber of a house, a matron of sevent; 
and four dameels in their nonage laughing at the writhings of thele 


uilty fellow-creatures.” 
. Here is another ugly story: “A r boy, aged about thirteen 


years, was flogged at the cart's tail a distance of nearly one huadred 
and fifty for stealing a pair of shoes, and his sc ver 
second lash, were heartrending. He continued to sh: and 


ery ‘Ok, Lord! Oh, Lord!’ during the whole distance; and on 
being placed in the cart at the conclusion of this English, this 
Christian torture, the wretched child too weak to support 
himeelf. His back was dreadfully lacerated. A considerable 
crowd was collected, who, of course (for the frequency of these 
revolting scenes has not totally obliterated the common feelin; 

of humanity), exp the strongest indignation at the horrid 


sight.” 
Thank Heaven, at least there has been, since then, a Cay pre 
the laws, though, among the people, cruelty and brutality in their 
vilest forms still exist, and possibly always will. 

(Neat week, “ Making a Night of It.”) 


Sa 


Bak GARDNIN. 


Our sir lisitor Sir George Lewis av tel Billium an me with hx, sated 
to them sedes it looks more like a kaise for the Lord Chanteeller. 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
ee 
*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope bal ad enough to contain the 
contributions submitied. Dv not inclose loose stamps. 


Just as usual, CONSTANTINE; Glad to have your sant 
note, Inthe deepest dungeon, PoET; Par beneath t le moat, 
Not on our account, A Reaver. Very prodably, Miss JAMES. 

tte im: , F. BAaLLarD ; SLOPER docen't know their names, 
vlad you like it, A. ¥. DOLLOW; Jt ts for the best, we think, 
Useless, altogether, SAMMY ; And a shocking waste of tnk, 


——— 


“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 monthe, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6e. 6d. 
Jn Stamps or P.0.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“TnE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards wilt be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rug DE La Banque. 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Wl be paid to the next-of kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty exce , who shall ha rage to meet 
with his or her death ina lailway Accident to Hf Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part o. the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tesue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'’s HaLF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United conag ed every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


BcENE—“ At Home,” 
Fair Hostess (to old friend). Well, -bye; I’m so dreadfull 
sorry I can’t have a nice long chat with you to-night, but I've all 
these promeie look after, you know ; do call oad was soa eas day 
wna (eaitied bee whet beg your pardon, Ok! 
le (sta . Er—wi 0 
Se tee ee ee 
anfu upid of him, as she t esington 
afarwalds, tt quite made her Nash,” 7 
ss 


Amateur Poultry Farmer. 1 am not getting so many eggs as 1 
ought, but Ga bas es Geo pack a lon, a 
‘riend. How is that ? 
Amateur Poultry Farmer, Why, the hens lay astray. 
friend, But you can't call those eggs lost, they're only mislaid. 


Snipper. If a man knows how “to do it, he can jump off a twelve 
storey house without hurting himself. 
Snapper. How on earth could he do that? 
Snipper. By jumping off the ground floor window-sill, 
2s 


* 
“T'vE sacked old Doctor Brown, 
His methods | do not care for!” 
“ He's the cleverest man in town— 
And you've sacked him? Tell me wherefore!” 


“T cannot, despite his fame, 
Put faith in him for a minute; 

For he gave my complaint a name 
With less than fice syllables in it!” 


s 
Jones. 1 haven't seen you for a long time! Where have you 
n? Ihave called every morning at your 0} 
Smith, Ah! that accounts for it, then, 
: se 


s 
“ AND mind,” said the champion pugilist, as he placed his burly 
form in front of the camera, “I want a real good portrait.” “ Have 
no fear, sir,” replied the photographer, “it shall be a striking 
likeness.” ae 
s 


New Woman, And what do you think of our movement ? 

Old Woman, All rubbish, my dear! It will never be popular 
among the majority of women, 

New Woman, And why not, pray? 

Old Woman. For one reason, no matter how you have them 
lined or trimmed, you couldn't pay more than a couple of guineas 
for your trou—kunickerbockers, 1 mean, 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 609,—The “Snap Dragon"’ Costume, 


“I dad, I don't want to be hard on you, know, so what do say to 
= half, thick" ‘ ona T 


it 
giving me a fiver instead of the usual ‘un for a Christmas 


"t tell the mater about kissing Effie's governess under the 
py . ica (Pater parted. 


fe senes padiey 
OBEN se seuty 
SORT-DIERTEO 
Ne wrovte cr 
Gave Pasowes 
a own wnpe 
Weree ve ms 
@wsm Geen, 
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“A COME DOWN IN THEIWORLD.” HE COULDN'T HELP IT. 


“Lor, "Liza, I'd like gia b id bpigelapn deme “Garn! ain't cher got 


(Saturday, December 28, 189. 


Good Old Soul, And what cort of s girl is 16 Joha ts going to 
Ne . Well—er—to tell you the truth, aunt, she is a little 


Good Old Sout (horrified). A little Parsee? Goodness, ' 
Ss he's going to bring a biack girl into the 
es 


s 
Actor, And what did you think of my rendering of the villain, 
old man? 


Critic. Villainous, old chap ; really villainous. 
[And somehow or ae that actor didn't like to ask whether 
it was meant us a compliment or otherwise, 


Mother. Oh! hty boy f You've been to dada’s desk 
upset all his al What will he say when he comes Soa ae 
me (hopefel}. 1 know what he'll say, but youd spank ie if 1 
you, 


Se ee ee re es — 
storm, or rave, or curse her ; 
Yet truly, for refusi 

Lown 1 liked her all the worser! 


oI ag 

who for er; 

And truly, for refusing 
Town like her all ths better? 


s 
ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.—Suds wants to know how s 
can wash a boy's flannel shirt so that it won't shrink, and get tee 
small for the boy? The only really safe plan ia to wash the shirt 
on the boy, and they both shrink together, and it's all right, 
don't you see? ees 


s 
Jones, That fellow we just passed had two wives, 
Sere, - hired 

Jones, What d'you mean? 
Horser, One the other, or both together at the same time? 


s 

Lad ing servant). You say in your letter you left 

nett ear se 
‘ousemaid, Yes, marm, it was e master's ; 

to shut'the door when he Kisses’ me, saat 


“Have you ‘A Heart that Aches'?” she asked of the young 
man behind the music-shop counter. “No, ” he responded, 
absently, “ but I've a hollow tooth that does some awiul,” 


Cabman. Where to, sir? . 
— (fussy old gentleman), I want the Bank of England, 


cabman. 

Cabman, Well, sir, I won't say as how they wouldn't sell it yer, 
but it'll cost a heap of money, sir. 

s 

Young He . Why is it the cruel savages always eat the 
missionaries 

Elder Brother, Oh! well, 1 suppose because they know they're 
jolly good. o 


Hodges. 1 don't know whether to make a carpenter or a boot- 
maker of that boy of mine. 
Giles, Better make ‘im a cobbler, 
Hodges. Why? 
Giles, 'Cos it’s a more lasting occupation, ain't it? Ha, ha, ha! 
ss 


s 
SHE at the in counter sa! 
Three fashion books she dav 


Yet seemed she not to ‘hink it strange. 
“T can't,” she calmly said, 


= 
“THERE is a garden in her face,” sang the popular tenor, and a 
member of the unwashed in the back riley remarked to his 
pal: “Blimey, Bill, if that ain't like my *Arriet ; you could grow 
taters on ‘ers a'most, she always did hate a barth. 


s 

Mrs. Jawkins, Have you seen dear Gladys since her wedding? 

Mrs. Mawkins, Yes, das, only last week ; and really it’s shameful 
how that poor dear girl has been deceived. 

Mrs, Jawkine. f hasn't age the i 

Mrs, Mawhkins. Oh! yea, he’s h ; the villain used 
to walk about bent nearly double—and his face was that white— 
and cough—well, we all thought he couldn't last another six 
months, and it appears that it was all put on, and he's as healthy 
as you or I, and as likely to live quite as long. I call it cruel, 1 do 

ss 


s 

ALLY says that after careful investigation of the subject he find 
that a sory leas poovertos of the New Women are only old "uns 
and oug! ey pride themselves on advanced” it is 
in most cases only—in years, °° 

De Boozer. 1 shay, Lush’n’ton, ole filer, they tell me tha’ my 
noshe ish get! rea’; now, wate thé besht thing I can do for it? 

Lushington (very solemnly). Shure, I don’ know, dear boy, 


unlesh—sudden inspiration—you gave up red wife, and drunk 
nothing but white in future. 


es 
The Bride (an heiress, to the parson), I wish you to omit the 
word “obey” in the ceremony, if you please. 
B room, If you are going to leave that out, you'd 
better put in “ With all my worldly goods I thee endow,” instead. 


CHRISTMAS PUZZLES. 


1—CHARADE. 
My sister, hanging the holly so gay, 
‘as as brisk as a first on a summer's day : 
And the songs she sang in a cheery tone 
Like atl were a pore A all unknown. 


ut my who med the butcher's boy 
Witha rous total, looked not with joy 
On the dainties we'd bought for the Christmasti:le, 
And, “ I fear I shall second too much !” he sighed. 


IIl.—WORD-BUILDING. 
Ye puzzle-resolvers, with craniums clever, 
Pray build me five words out of nothing whatever. 
Put a head on that nothing—a change will unfold 
In your sant that should make you say, “ Lo, and 
) 


Add a tail, and the adding results, strange to say, 

ln a word that's suggestive of taking away. 

Stick a head on such word, and I hope very much 
You will never get caught in this gontormen a clutch. 
If he ever seems bent upon capturing ie 

Put a tail to his name, and you'll know what to do! 
Let a final once more, if you please, be appended, 
And you'll meet an old party, a roysterer splendid, 
Who wishes his friends, both afar and anear, 

A right jovial Yule, and a Happy New Year! 


ANSWERS. 
1.—BEE, OWE, ALGEBRAIC X : Box. 
1L—O, LO, LOP, 8LOP, SLOPE, SLOPER,. 


Saturday, December 28, 1896.) 
WHAT IS HOME WITHOUT A BABY? 


Sao. 


Healt caer olerotllag borcgencnt oy taal A 
The Smallest Junior, He's gone home, sir ; fe sent a telegrarg to 
twins were asleep, and he's gone home to see what it's like. my es 


——— eee 


TOOTSIE ON CHRISTMAS. 


—_—~~>— 
Ir we refer to the poet we may read : 


“Lo! now is come our gladdest feast, 
Let every man be jolly, 
Each room with ivy leaves is dress’d, 
And every post with holly.” 

I don't believe it. I think the sale of holly, of late years, has 
gone down dreadfully, and as to mistletoe, except in Christmas 
numbers—well, there! © «# « »® 

“ Now, all our neighbours’ chimneys smoke, 
And Christmas blocks are burning, 
Their ovens they with baked meats choke, 
And all their spits are turning.” 

This is a cheerful 
view of things, if it 
comes off. 


“Without the door 
let sorrow lie, 
And if with cold 

it chanced todie, 
We'll bury it in a 

Christmas pie, 
And evermore 


Ah, me! I don't 
believe since 
Charles —_— Dickens , 
died there _have 
been any Merry ff 
Christmases, What [f 
has come to us all? 
Why is not the 


Where is the 
“Boar’s head, Billy in his element, 
soused”? Where 
are the Wassail bowl and the Yule and other Ch 
attributes? I've no notion myself, and do not repine on their 
account, for I mistrust wassails since poor Pa concocted one from 
“a rare and choice recipe.” 

There were other things about Old Christmas that I have doubts 
about, for instance, the Mummers. We that once on a time 
the villages were all in an uproar with the mummers. The hobby- 
horse was an important c 


I don’t think that I could have kept on laughing for ever at that 
hobby-horse, but what do we laugh at now at Christmastime? At 
the harlequinades? At the increase in the of coal? At the 
- _ taxes, the threats of the landlord, the impending broker's 

an 

Most people, as the poet quoted seems to think, are of opinion 
that Christmas is the time for feasting. Ma, for instance, imagines 
she can make a plum-pudding or mince-pie against anyone in the 
world, and year after year we have suffered severely in consequence. 

Ma labours under the imprearion that you can not over-boil a 

lum-pudding, so it generally comes up likesoup. The Honourable 
illy, than whom a more experienced plum-duffer surely never 
helped Ma 
this year with 
gs jo results, 
have just come 
across this in an old 
book about Christ- 
mas, wh kas ws 
appears ve 
puked out of a twoe 
penny box of books 
outside a second. 
hand bookseller's 
shop (the author is 
speaking of Christ- 
mas Eve): 

“Then when the 
wind and snow are 
dri coldly around 
the old house, the 
merry inmates warm 
and happy, would 
dance about the 
Christmas fire, sing- 
ing such an old song 
as this: 


“Come, bring with a 
noise, 
My merry, merry 
v8, 
The Christmas log to 
the firing ; 


While my good dame, she 
Bids you all be free, 
And drink to your heart's desiring.” 


_This sounds very span henned and liberal, but I don’t think it 
would answer if the Battersea boys were invited in any number. 
On Christmas morning good people go to church. The person 


in charge of the offertory plate looked askance at the Dook Snook's 
threepenny bit, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


- ASK YOUR CHEMIGT FoR 


SLOPER’S PILbS 


PRICE 91° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 
St! 
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CONGESTION OF THE LIVER. | 


—_+—_——_. 


83 Westbourne Terrace, North, 
rer rn October 17th, 1895. 
— During the last three years I have 
been subject to peageition of the leeer; and all the 
waual remedics failed to give me relief, Since eed 
Sloper’s Pills my health has been entirely re-esta 


Yours indebtedly, 
WILL NEW. 
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| 
WF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND @ io. IN STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 
safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- LADIES 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 
OBSTINATE_ CASES 
NEVER re TO AFFORD 


D LADIES 
GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS. 

No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, LADIES 
as a Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes : 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn gonreniee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 4s, 9d.) is us- 
ually sufficient for any case. 

hod aplenty will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. 

Write privately to— 
45 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


Sdddcccdccccaccacaeaas 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Uncequalled. The 


most effectual on earth. Nothing can resist them. 
94d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 268 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


THE GHOST OF THE SECOND-FLOOR-BACK. 


—— 


It was risky to poke the fire, consisting as it did of a few sullen- 


looking cinders and one moderate-si funereal knob of coal. 
Ne Jack essayed the experiment. Then, turning up the 
collar of his shabby overcoat, and buttoning it more closely around 
him, he cowered mechanically ou! 
over the a, grate. . 

“A merry ‘s 
he muttered imly. “Truly 


the merriment of this Christmas 
looks like being something stu- 
pendous, something in the 
record-breaking line. Indeed, 
I already feel so amazingly 
jocular, that I am disposed to 
argue the pros and cons of my 
case with all the calmness and 
ome! they merit.” 

nd with much deliberation 
he drew from his pocket a shil-' 
ling, a sixpence. and three 
penny pieces, which he placed 
one by one Bpon the edge of the 
ricketty table. Then slightly 
tilting his chair, and without 


rising, he took from the wash- 

stand a naked razor, and run- \ 

ning his thumb carefully over Cowered over the rusty grate, 
the edge of the blade, deposited 

it with equal deliberation, in the immediate vicinity of the 


coins. 

The malodorous parafiin lamp shed through its smoke-begrimed 
glass a gloomy light about the wretched chamber, and threw into 
vivid relief the pale, paggnrd face of its occupant, as with folded 
arms, and eyes fixed steadily upon vacancy, he began to speak in 
a low, passionless voice. 

“ Here am I, John Hammerley, twenty-two years of age, medical 
student and orphan—though, by-the- yy, the manufacturing of 
orphans being practically my trade, I needn't Jay too much stress 
upon that item. For may ep-Dbringin , education, and the where- 
withal to pursue my professional studies 1 am indebted to dear old 
Uncle Flinders—or perhaps I ought rather to say, was indebted, for, 
rest his good old soul! he died five months ago. That he should 
have died a bankrupt was, I presume, my luck. That I should be 
without a relative or friend capable of assisting me is again, I 
presume, my luck. That without degree, friends, or interest, | 
should fail to procure an assistant’s berth in an overcrowded pro- 
fession is not perhaps to be wondered at ; and that for the past 
tive months I have endured innumerable hardshipsand gradually de- 
scended to my present plight. is only the logical sequence of events. 

“On the one hand, therefore, embodied in this on -nine- 
pence are all the glorious joys of life, consisting of misery, 
starvation and despair, bounded by a future utterly blank and 
hopeless. On the other hand lies peaceful oblivion srmboreet by 
a cuapla application to the throat of this product of Sheftield——” 

“Jarmany, mister. S'cuse me, made in Jarmany !’ 

With a quick start of astonishment Jack raised his head and saw, 
seated easily at the foot of the truckle bed which filled the further 
corner of the room, the slouching tigure of a labouring man. A 
wisp of handerchief was loosely twisted around his neck, and a 
small tuft of carroty hair adorned the lower portion of his 
commonplace face. The only peculiarity about the intruder—if, 
indeed, it could be termed a peculiarity—was that, despite apparent 
solidity, @ curious transparency seemed to pervade his whole 


$ 


person. Indeed, Jack could pluin!y see, through the middle of his 


411 


, a dark patch from whence the plaster had fallen in tne 


waistcoat, 
wall beyond. | er 4 
larmany,” re} the sudden arrival. “ Made in Jai % 
7 nee it _y e ag ll iail dai 
of my brain, evidently,” murmured Jack, thought. 
fully, as the husky voice again saluted his ear. “This enforced 
abstinence is telling upon me seriously, And yet "—redoubling 
the intensity of his gaze—“it looks uncommonly real. Who the 
are you, sir? and by what right do you venture to intrude 
upon my privacy?” 

“ Of course, it ain't my business one way or t’other,” went on his 
visitor, serenely ignoring both questions. “Only if I might arst a 
favour, don’t go an’ do it here.” 

ba Do what? ‘said Jack, a slight flush mantling his brow. 

“Why, that,” replied the tigure, drawing his hand significantly 
acroas his throat, “If you feel as you really must do it, carn't yer 


SF UW 
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Drawing his hand significantly across his throat. 


just step out an’ choose some quiet little corner in the open? The 
ct is""—and his voice took a distinctly grumbling tone—“ there 
ain't room enuff here as it is. The blessed place ix overcrowded 
Now, I'll put it to yer fairan’ straight. For nine year off the reel did 
I live in this very room, an’ when I took ill an’ died on this ‘ere 
very bed—same counterpane and all—a matter o’ twelve months 
back, I found eight on ‘em in ion afore me.” 

“Then I take t,” insinuated Jack, politely, recovering his self- 
possession, “ you are the ghost of some tenant of this chamber?” 

“You may take it ‘ow you like,” was the surly retort. “I'm 
a-telling ver there was eight on ‘em in front o' me, an’ I'm the 
ninth. Why, it’s exackly like them boards I used to see p! 
outside theayters, ‘Standing room only.’ An’ it's the same in 
every blessed room in the ‘ouse, an’ in every ‘ouse in the street, 
an’ in every street in this an’ every other districk. In course”— 

with evident sarcasm—“ if yer thinks yer can make yerself com- 
fortable under that little washstand there, for instance, why, you're 
welcome to it. But I'm a-tellin’ yer straight, it's the only inch o° 
space there is to spare in this room.” 

“ But do you mean to tell me,” interrupted: Jack, glancing some- 
what ap) ensively around, “that you are positively compelled to 
. presume that is the correct way of putting it—to haunt 

is room merely because you died in it?” 

“T ain't a-telling:yer nothing of the sort,” growled the Bee 
ition. “O’ course you're free to go where yer bloomin’ well likea, 
it” with a chuckle—“ if yer can find room! But it’s the same 
everywhere. Cold looks and scrouged up corners is all yer can ’o} 
for. Blessed if it ain’t enuf to drive a poor spirit out inter the 
streets, Now the sort o’ place I should like to ‘arnt,” he went on, 
meditatively, “would be a good rooms pub. But there, wot's use 
o’ talking ! The pubs is fuller than anywheres else. You could 
*ardly get yer nose inside one. I've bin’ up an’ down, up an’ down, 
all over the blessed country, and not so much as a square hinch o 
room ‘ave I ever seed rpm d in a pub.” 

“ Dear me,” observed Jack, sympathetically, “ your lot appears to 
be an extremely hard one. I would it lay in my power to assist you.” 

“Yus, that's likely !” snarled the ghost, derisively, “ you an’ me's 
different sorts. You're a kind o’ toff, an’ there's three o’ four of 
ye kind in ithis room now, an’ nice soshible pals they are, 

don't think! No fear! I wos a workin’ bricklayer, I wos, an’ 1 
ain’t ashamed to own it!"—and he struck his chest defiantly, 
though noiselessly, and glared aggressively round the room.| 

“Look here,” cried Jack, a sudden thought popping into his 
head, “ you just expressed a strong desire to haunt a pub. Now 
I think 1 could put you up to a wrinkle.” 

“Eh?” snorted his guest, distrustfully, “an’ wot might that be?” 

“Why, it’s really so simple that——but am I right in supposing 
that the first—er—spirit take up ita abode in any given p! 
possesses the privilege of selecting the most comfortable quarters ? 

“In course,” replied the phantom ; “ fust come, fust served.” 

“Then,” said Jack, “why not keep a look-out for some spot 
whereon a pub. is likely to be built. In fact, I can direct you to 
such a p! About a stone's throw from this very house, at the 
corner of Bungwell Road, cme see a bit of ground surrounded by 
a hoarding. The foundations are already exca' I happen to 
know that a rattling big gin-palace is to be erected there. Now, 
what's to hinder you from hanging around while the building's 

ing, and popping in ani the roof’s on?” 

“s'elp me, if it ain't the very ticket!” cried the phos. rising and 
smiting his thigh joyfully. “ why, wot a mug I've bin’ not to think 
of such a thing afore. ['ll go this blessed minute. I don’t mind 
puttin’ up with a bit o’ inconvenience till the place is furnished, an’ 
you bet I'll have the snuggest corner in the four-‘arf bar, an’ blow 
the expense! I'm off like a shot an’-——Look here, mister! One 
good turn deserves another. You're down on your luck, 1 know, 
an' a few quids won't do yer no 
‘arm. You look up that chim- 
ley there, an’ behind the seventh 
brick, countin’ from the bottom 
on the left ‘and side, you'll find 
a ‘und’ed an’ three pun, fifteen. 
I know it's there, ’cos i put it 
there myself, an’ it took me ten 

ear to eave it. The seventh 
rick, mind yer!” 

And Jack, staring around in 
slightly-bewildered fashion, 
found himself once more alone. 

A_ quarter of an hour later, 
if Mrs. Crinkle, the landlady, 
had chanced to look into her 
second-floor-back, she would 
have witnessed the besmutted 
head and shoulders of its occu- YZ 
pant emerge from the flue,and 4 
triumphantly place upon the 
tablea small canvas bag. And, 
if not too much unnerved by 
this spectacle, she had ventured 
a second look, she might have 
seen ing from the mouth 
of the aforesaid bag a shining, 
glitterin , chinking stream of yellow gold. But, happily, she was 

D’ilin’ ‘er puddin’ ” for the morrow. 
a 


A shining, glittering stream, 


a * * * * 

John Hammerly, M.D., is now a celebrated and successful spec- 

falist in mental disorders. He is known to manifest extreme 

interest in patients who chance to be of the bricklaving persuasion ; 

and his neat brougham never rolls along Bungwell Road without 

his bestowing a curious glance upon the flaring gin-palace at the 

corner, which, strange to say, bears the signiticant sign of “The 
q. ” 
Spook’s Head. 


THE 


(1) The Laird was warbling forth “Annie Laurie,” which 
the Elder canuot stand, 


©.° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIB’'S FRIENDS. 


No, 423.—Miss EPFIE SELWYN, 
“ For ever is my peace of mind destroyed!" —The Dook Snovt. 
“ For ne'er could I resist the charms of beauty." —JLord Bud. 
“ Pair maid, have pity; bid me uot despair.” —The Mun. Billy. 


A TIGHT FIT 


“Can I be Romeo in those?" “Vy not, my 
tear? I pring real Romey-o helmet, and, as it's 
Christmas I throw in the holed pants, There, 
you'll be a Clowueo complete.” 


“J have got a pneumatic hub.” “Tam sorry to hear that. J am 
happy to say there is nothing the matter with my babby.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 
BROWSIDE CONCERT.—THE ELDER 


woe 


(2) Se he cooled the Laird’s love-sick look with a 
wet sponge. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


TAR Ny 


tl Ni 


When Miss Kate Cutler declined, with thanks, his offer to interview her, A. 
SLOPER wrote back in his fatherly way, “ But, my dear child, think of the advertise- 
ment—it will a iu the ‘HALP-HOLIDAY,’ remember.” To which Miss Cutler 
t not. But if the delightful young actress fancied that was 

knew not the man! A night or two later his well- 
the page So of the Opera Comique. 


“You can't fellow,” replied A. 
SLorer, “I no intention of doing s0, By jove! 1a fly on the ceiling, 
which at this time of the year is singular, isn't it?” The man tu his 


% 


(3) While being conveyed to the lock-n 


“Pell iuter th’ canal, mother!" “Wha-at!—in them best 
clothes?” “Cudden ‘elp it—didn't ‘ave notime to tuke ‘em off |” 


(Saturday, December 28, 1695, 


IN DISGRACE. 


McNab murmured: “Fancy that wasp decing for Aunie Laurie 
would mair like dee if he couldua git enough whuskey.” 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS KATE CUTLER. 


like Tree, Qlever fellow, Harwool!” A.SLOPER heanl and smiled within himself. 
But when it came for Svengali to say to Trilby, “Let me look at your 
and he produced a dark lautern—(“Great improvement on the fat candle- 
tick,” said the aundience)— Miss Cutler ised him! but with presence of 
mind she kept the discovery to herself ——(2) And looked as delightful and uncon- 
cerned as ever till the of the piece, No sooner was the curtain down than A, 
SLopPER, throwing off his make-up, cried trinmplantly, “Now for the interview ! 
But it was not the kind of interview he reckoned on, A bit stormy. Harwood, being 
now released, was furions,—(3) And A. >LOPER must acknowledge he felt particu- 
larly small when confronted with Mr. Farren Soutar's burly Taffyesque form, and 
showed signs of squirming. “Take me to Nelly,” he gaxped, “and | will confess all ! 
ihe artful fellow knew Miss Farren's kindness of heart and inteuded to profit by it. 
As he anticipated, he was forgiveu.—(4) A. SLOPER ts thinking of suggesting to 
the charming manageress that on account of his remarkable performance in the 
character of Svengali she shuuld alter the picture on her programme as above. We 
have our doubts, though, whether Miss Farreu will consider it an improvement. 


ECONOMIC, ANYHOW. 


“What did Jack give me fora Christmas 
_ iserable little — apd 9 
kiss, The former’s worth—say ae ye 
and the latter—well, I know lots of men 
who'd be awfully generous.”— Postscript of 
Dolly Plasher's leter tu her bow fr tend 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


413 
if , 
A. Modlerr? Europa. 
as 
eS A 2 
e oo 
Viva: [talia- Bub-once-a year a 
t 
Zz, fia 
, LEZ 
ew bi FA 
> — ah 
gE 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
a Merry Christmas to you all, my friends and patrons; that’s the greeting [ have for you J really think there was no need :—H he j Y "s evil 
this week, and right truly do I wish it you, and may you all live to enjoy many snd many another. dehind YT he "2 pot eget you Taaittees haan, Fa Chanute ies as ay y pad oog jo an 
And now as you ve. dou » plenty to occupy J ee me I'll ring up the curtain and pa my little wites, they well way be, Most grateful to the D.T.: i 4 
weekly exhibition over without more dela: 1s, it 


y be, big D.T.:—A settlement, 1 have no doubt, Will very 
— Ye és én to see, That no Protectioniat is soon brought about. —That's the little lot, ladies and tle i 3 H 
Me ese are it nay Moet dearly for thas sad a¥ioe fone herfor the badly deod, real, dowuright, rollicking good time, Te, ta e-eTH BLOPERIAN SHOWMAR’ 


TOOTSIE DAY BY DAY. 


No. 11.—DomG HER MATINEE. 


“Whatee muchee hungry, Johnny ? Come round to my 
house aud have good tuck in at nice culd missionary.” 


A LIBEL ON THE CATS. 

“Please, sir, we're the waits.” “The waits!" “Yus, me 
an’ ‘im wos outside ‘ere fur an hour and a ‘arf larst night; 
‘im wiv a mouf organ, and me wiva develine, Dessay yer “T went to the‘ Friv.’to make sketches of the new play yesterday afternoon, and sat bebind Miss 
4s good old ALLY says, Merry—hic !— Christmas to Everybody. fort it wuz cata! Sloper aul a frieud, I sketched all I saw, and send it you in baste.”— Gur Spretal Currespondent. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


“A Merry Christmas and many of ‘em!” is A. SLOPER'S 
salutation to his myriad readers, to whom the Old Man respectfully 
doffs his chapeau, and, in the 
words of the enterprising cheese- 
monger over the way, “ whilst 
thanking you for past favo 
hegs to solicit a continuance 0! 
the same.” And, now, there is one 
little matter upon which the 
Eminent must have a final word 
—the “CuristMas HOLIDAYS. 
This is your chance. In a 
few more days, doubtless, copies 
will be as rare as the dodo, and 
you will have missed the o - 
tunity of procuring one the 
very greatest marvels in Yule 
Tide productions ever yet 
before an appreciative po; at 
the insigni t price of two “d.” 
Now is your pepostunity ; ney: 
it's a pretty girl standing under 
the mistletoe and—embrace it. 

ss 
es 

THE birth of a second son to 
the Duke and Duchess of York is, 
of course, a matter for congratula- 
tion both in the domestic circle of 
the Royal Family, and anons 
those who consider the assu 
continuity of the English Crown 
in a direct line a circumstance for 
rejoicing. Une must expect a 
good deal of neaenne writen about — an — but ly ed 
amount of twaddle that has appeared in some @ papers, ° 
cularly the ladies’ journals, is more than sbeard—t is aboclately 


nauseating. *,° 


hactin’ manager, too, when I eon up; I should look 
hevening clothes, with a’ cig ty-four carrot diamin' 
the Agéd beamed 


s 

A Dark Seeret is still going wonderfully strong at the Princess's. 
Pre-eminently a pit and lery success, there has of late been a 
marked in- 
crease in the 
booking for 
the more ex- 
pensive parts 
of the house, 
and the fact 
that stalls 
boxes and 
dress circle 
seats may be 
obtained for 
just about one 

If the prices 
charged at 
other West 
End theatres 
is a considera- 
tion not to be 
lightly over- 
looked in 
these hard 
times. The 
play is, as its 
title fore- 
shadows, 
melodrama 
pure and 
Jot ppp eppee pe 
think to what a large ion of the c it a a. 
constructed, brightly written, cleverly po ary and mounted with 
lavish expendit and marvellous realism, it deserves all the 
undoubted success t has attained, 


s 
As usual the Christmas Programme at the London Pavilion 
is one of colossal dimensions, embracing the names of no less than 
twenty-four popular artistes. Habitues may, therefore, rejoice, 
and country cousins up in town for Christmas may feel sure of a 
rattling good time any evening they elect to visit this deservedly 
successful hall. es 
s 


Tom SMITH's crackers are almost a household word ; everybody 
knows them, and few people think of buying any others, For 
novelty and gencral excellence they cannot be Lo aan and 
withal they are most reasonable in price. T season the 
celebrated firm have still further enhanced their 
among their productions will be found several 
suited both for children and adults, 


= 
THERE'S a good deal of life in the Spirit of Pantomime still. 
Would-be seers prophesied its demise years ago, but lo! it is alive 
and kicking to-day 
with all its accus- 
tomed vitality. It 
has undergone 


chan; of course. 
We oes the New 


and 
novelties 


welcome 
upon the old. There is no lack 
of this seasonable form of en- 
tertainment this year; north, 
east, south and west it is to be 
had, and both children and 
their elders can pay their 
money and make an almost 
unlimited choice, 


THE Ancient begs toacknow- 
ledge with grateful thanks the 
many Christmas cards and 
other communications of a 
like nature. The number is 
too great to reply to individu- 
ally, but 


the Wreck most 

ially reciprocates the 

kindly wishes expressed in them all. His old heart swells with 
pride to think that he has such a host of good friends, 


s 
Ts: FRE was no truth in the widely circulated rumour last week 
that tae Hon. Pilly had broken down in his training. The 
Honourable is still a hot favourite for the Mince Pie Stakes, 


— ~<a 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Besos ye fair! But few more days rafain to us of the Old 
Youn, end the dawn of 1896- ushers in yet another Leap Year, that 
triennially occurring season when - 
the weaker sex are by some un- ’ 
written law si to be per- 
mitted to avail t ves of man's 
usual pri of “ke the 
uestion.” ough it be 
joubted whether this - 


of, women have 
strides in the 


are q t 
even the excuse of Leap Year. 


A WEEKLY paper, in commenting 
upon the “ Decline of the Waits, 
Jaments that cold water is so fre- 
quently poured upon their well- 
— “ arte oF Pe poco ag of 
speaks figuratively, of course, but, 
ns a matter of fact, we have known 
enraged citizens awakened from 
their beauty sleep not only pour 
cold water literally upon the musi- 
cians, but hurl the jug at them into 
the bargain. *,° 


A Most varied selection of unique little novelties for sending in 
cbtained of Messrs. 


ure collars and cuffs and little metal horse-shoes, 
button-holes, stockings of sweets, and numerous other fancy little 


1 contai: seasonable 
oie parcar git sey evap soy ea 


—S 


OTHER PEOPLE’S TROUBLES. 

A KENTISH Town man fell down dead the other day while 
pricing the Christmas turkeys. It is supposed that the spring in 
one of them must have uncoiled, and that the drumstick went off 
and hit him on the head. Death must have been instantaneous. 

“ Beau Brummell (Bal!’s Pond)” writes toask if etiquette requires 
him to remove his hat by ene meeting his barber. Certainly—that 
is, if he wants it “short behind, and a little off the sides.” 

The Maiden's Prayer.—That there'll bea sprig or two of mistletoe 
hanging from the chandelier in the anti-room. 

As an instance of the extravagancies of female dress in the 
present day, we may mention the case of a St. Alban’s farmer, who 
rigged out a scarecrow in some left-off fineries of his eldest 
daughter's, and it looks so fetching that bicycling-club young 
fellows ce up, leave their machines, and tramp across the field to 


mash it 
ee 


THE CRY OF THE CLOWN. 


WHEN comes the Merry Yuletide, 
When dawns the New Year ; 
When, Laevests J fu r ooltide ; 
The pantomimes appear— 
Then Mr. Clown, the clever, 
umes his revel-reign. 
Commencing with—as ever— 
“Hil Here we are again!” 


Though Christmas with its treasures, 
To glad the grim and glum, 

Doth scatter mirth’s bright pleasures, 
It bringeth pain to some. 

Then let us show that daily, 
We feel for those in pain ; 

When Noel, smiling gaily, 
Cries “ Here we are again!" 

Anon, when Time’s new offspring, 
The toddling infant year 

(With “airs” fom which some coughs spring) 
Doth make his a here. 

Why then our faults ing, 
Let’s mend with might and main ; 

When Time, his Year-glass turning, 
Says “ Here we are again !” 


“Much may be done by kindness "— 
Ah, yes ; the phrase is trite ; 
But they but grope in blindness 
Who read it not aright. 
Instead of frowning sourly, 
In soopeng di 0, 
Arrange for Love to hourly 
Sing “ Here we are again !” 
And lo, again with gladness, 
Friend SLOPER doth appear : 
To aid in soothing sadness, 
To help all hearts to cheer, 
ey Care (that Interloper) 
ind fighting yew in vain ; 
Until nezt year comes SLOPER 
With “ Here we are again!’ 


THE WRONG GIRL IN THE RIGHT PLACE. 


The Hon. Fitsepoef (to himself, of course). Just my luck ! 


ene 


4 


i Sey soe = 


a 


(Saturday, December 28, 1895, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


4 CALENDAR FOR THE Week ENDING JANUARY éTH, 1996, 
—f——— 


20th December, 1879.—A news of this date a 
horrible drama has been enacted at Gentilly, outside kl Re 
a Madame Christophle killed her husband—a n his slee, 
and then committed suicide. The pair were both young, and had 
lately failed in business, Madame Christophle two bullets in 
the tem one of which in its tore out an eye. Her 
huiboad's rains had been blown out. Under the woman's bod 
ice-inspector found a letter which was worded as follows, 

killed my husband. Poor fellow! I regret it. 
but it was necessary; our credit was pone Out of the 
money on the mantelpiece please give ten francs to our assistant 
and the rest to the driver. Good-bye all!’ Below this was 
written in a feeble hand: ‘I have just put a bullet into my hea 
but it did not kill me. It has blown out an eye, but I am now 
going to finish myself by the side of my hi Le) 


December, 1890.—A French ‘paper of this date ‘ 
“A butcher, who carries on a large business at Gentilly, Py The 
south side of has summoned before the Tribunal of 
Correctional Police for selling to the soldiers in garrison at Fort 
Bicétre the carcase of an animal which had suffered from tubercu. 
losis. For this he was sentenced to three months’ imprisonment 
to pay, a fine of £2, and, further, to placard the walls of Gentilly 
bls hg agreed ne (ached inp ra pe condemnation, 
and to inse: e same three times in a journal circulatin ; 
locality—all at his own cost !” g in the 


31st December, 1600,—The Privy Council addressed this 
day letters of re: f respecting the increase of stage 
chow the city of Landon . plays in and 
lst January, 1716.—William Wycherly, the 
protligate playwright, died this day. = v witty and 
2nd Jan , 1848.—Gustavus Vaughan Brooke t 
made his firat début at the Olympic as Othello. On pores Pf 
1866, he perished in the London on his way to America, Those 
who escaped spoke in the highest terms of his courage. 


Srd Jan’ 1856. — Madame Rachel died 
sao ial this day, aged 


4th January, 1716.—“I am now sitting,” says La 
Montague, writing ‘to a friend from Constantinenie, with He 
windows open, enjoying the warm shine of the sun, while you are 


freezing over a sea coal and my chamber is set with 
carnations, roses and jonquils, f: from my garden.” : 
eG 


OVERHEARD IN THE COURT, 


iat lh ee “Morain' |" vMforaia' I" : 


———— 


ANOTHER TESTIMONY TO HONESTY. 
It always has been the best policy and it always will be, and if 
‘ou won't take A. SLOPER's word about it, write to youn Mr. 
alter Horatio Nelson Nobbs, at Mrs. Sloman’s “ and 
Residence,” 994 Lower Woburn Place, and ask him / 

In the genteelest of Kentish Town lived a middle-class, 
but hi Tes toble family, consisting of six sweet girls ani 
their elderly father. Susanna was the youngest but one and the 
sweetest of the lot, each of whom “did something ” in a genteel 
and ladylike way towards keeping the pot a-boiling. Susie kept 
the flies and bluebottles off the Chelsea buns and “open jams” 11 


a erescke window in Oxford Street. 

ell, in the small villa residence in which the family passed 
half its time, the girld had the entire upper part and the wart | 
their dear daddy the front parlour, and a gentleman who sol 
corn plaisters on commission rented the back parlour, and the 
conservatory to keep his bicycle in. 

When Walter Horatio first met Susanna he had to undergo the 
ordeal of a short cross-examination by Susie's elder sister, Rosina: 
Rosina acknowledged that she approved of Walter “ paying his 
attentions” to Susie, but didn’t think it wise to break it to “ pater fi 
too suddenly, “ Pater” was fearfully impetuous, and things ha 
to dawn upon him little by little. Rosina thought that there 
could be no harm in admitting young Mr. Nobbs to the sanctity 
of the upstairs sitting-room, provided that he got under the 
table if “ pater’s” footsteps should be heard. 

Ah! as the poet says : 

“What a bally web we weaves 5 
When we kids others and ourselves deceives. 


It frequently ha; pened that. scat Ve dread footsteps were 
h d that Walter Horatio N Nobbs, who generally read 
Se Sepp a ainad 8 “s te as they did their needlework, 


the Sw, 
had aa ree to pull up at a most interesting point in the story to 
clamber under the table. 


At last the night, full with fate, arrived. 
He ha 


vowed his vows of unc! 
her, and was descendin He was id 
ray eee hen ah rcp owe ored 

ve seen him safe when the front-parlou : 
ya the cing @ — of a benzoline lamp’s lurid glare he beheld 

usanna’s father. 

Some would nave surned pale and fled, others aes been rooted 
to the spot, but Nobbs only od and loo guilty. 

CG toee” feller,” said tee elderly man, “I've spotted yer 3 
last. You're after one o’ my fillies?” 

“Tam, sir,” admitted Nobbs. in ‘ han 

“Well, it shows yer good ee) too!"’ (He’s not such a 
terrible person after all, thought obbs). 

“1 am glad to hear you say £0, sir.” | 

“I do say so, and what's more I don’t know any youn 
rather see her marry than you. I know yer, ye know, 
yer heart, me and yer dear old father’s been to man ue 
meetin’ together, many and many! Get him to tell yera re ‘ he 
we got broke together when Queen Bertha beat Marigold in cust 
Oaks! So you take Susie, my boy, when yer like, and—er—) 
lend me a couple o’ quid Hes Vhristinas is over, will 
backing the wrong ‘uns ?” 

The night bobby on fixed an says he saw W. H. N.-Nobbs t'y 
to kick himself when he got well round the corner ! 


feller I'd 
ees bless 
a race: 


| 


ee ee ee ee oe ee Ce 


tat eitee ts op td 


Saturday, December 28, 1896. | 
GSNATCHER’'S PALS. 


AN AWFUL CONVICTION. 


they undoubtedly are in their , Sir Augustus’s 
egy blag Drews Caraivale were slowly pdermining 
lo 


and his brow was clam with dishonest piration. (The 
“honest” article, after all, ¥ more Sepreneaeny, Seoronehtes by 
Pre Coald. jane ie “ h Me ‘am or a egg, how?” inquired 

“Could you y a nice rasher 
br Kindly’ soul, ce dt sons of her own and knew the little 
foibles oung mai 
Oh d-d-don — the fried ham, Mrs, Portsmiffit!” gasped 

nardo, convulsively. 

a Well, nice kipper, then?” went on the simple woman, stupidly, 
no doubt, but meaning well for all that. . 

“Oh!” he squirmed, “do, for goodness ake a0 downstairs 
and leave me, Mrs. Portsmiffit—leave me alone till to-morrow at 
least!” But Mrs. Portsmiffit had too much of the mother in her. 

“What d’yer s’pose has done it now?” she asked. “Did you 
ave 287 rich pastry, curried lobsters, tripe, spiced prawns, 
pudding—— 

“Oh, chuck it up, Mrs. Portemiffit, do!” 

“Or any panicle continued Mrs. Portsmiffit, not heeding his 
behest, “orful poisonous at times, is mussela—— 

“Mrs, Portsmiffit,” gasped the poor young apostle of Terpsichore, 
hopelessly, as he rolled over with the coal-vase, and lay amongst the 
nobbly Screened Silkstones on the hearthrug, “I did no¢ have any 
mussels leat night, nor any other —— ut I have grave fears 
that 1am poisoned. Let me tell you that I spent the whole even- 
ing, and danced every blessed dance with the loveliest girl that 
ever graced petticoats. But she was dressed, Mrs. Portsmitfiit, in 
white and drab plush, and called her costume ‘The Meadow Mush- 
room.’ Oh! Mrs. Pertsmiffit,as you have sons of your own, do you 
think she could have been a toadstool ?” 


—————— 


A GLIMPSE OF THE NEAR FUTURE, 


A wolt in lamb's wool clothing, arrested Uy P.O. Annie Smith for winking 
the other eye. 
[He ain't taking “ Annie,” because Annie's taking him, 


GOOD NEWS FOR THE GOUTY. 
[The latest specific for curing the Gout is to eat plenty of meat.) 


Much Meat— 


stop the Gout. 


So haste 

To taste a 

Of jolnte — 

The chief 

Is beef 

To give relief. 
Then take this tip, 

and do not flout 

‘This meat specific for 
the Gout | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


———— 

Tus Rorat, Ho.tporn, December 17th, 1895. 
My Dear ALLY.—On Seturday night inst I had the felicite of 
your much. “ Award of Merit.” All my friends, of 
it upon the and altogether there was 

concourse it. I don’t quite know if it 

was through that self-eame “ Award,” but it is certain that I got 
very little sleep on Saturday night, I felt so jubilant and so proud, 
If my was not caused b; 


THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
(Continued. ) 
I AM DEFEATED. 


ing 

“That's what I call making a virtue of necessity,” she responded 

ungreciously, “1 was quite sure the prospect of losing dear suntio’'s 

bags would prove too strong even for the Spartan virtue of 
us. 


Saying which, she gave me another sneer, a regular sneer, 
dean: Dinky, aad! asa Wing bari ex ran ceaten uously around her, 
swept out of the 


room. 
Somehow or other, dear Diary, I seem to be making rather a 
muddle of my 2 
(To be continued next week.) 


JUST OUT. TwWoPrEncDB. 


ALLY SLOPER’'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Amongst a wealth of good things will be found 
A Large Plate by W. F. Tuomas, 


“ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS SPREAD.” 
A Story by CLO. GRAVES, 
“TEE LOST CHRISTMAS.” 
A Comic Song by RICHARD MORTON and ANGELO A, ASHER, 
“THE GHOST OF MILDEW HALL.” 
A Cartoon by W. F. Tuomas, 
**THE °“NEW’ MRS. SLOPER.’’ 
And a Splendid Drawing by Ha LvpLow, r 
**BOXING NIGHT AT THE ‘FRIV.’"’ 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


THE OGRE AT REST. 
A CHILDREN's CHRISTMAS THANKSGIVING. 


THE schoolroom seats are vacant all, 
The loathly doors are barred, 


e 
With | dis: 
The prea A pmo time—is here 


When caper we 
And not be fo’ wish qualena of fer 
To dodge the Board Man ! 
His prying eyes, when scnool we miss, 
Hol here to : 


everyw! roam : 
He maddens Ma with, “ How is this? 
Here's Kate and George at home!" 
We loathe the wretch—and so does Ma— 
As much as e’er we can : 
But now we're free—ho, ho! ha, ha!— 
From the dreadful School Board Man! 


Perhaps, at Yule, he's not so glum, 
But quite a gentle sort ? 

At any rate, if he should come, 
This Christmas, down our crwth 

We'd give a good, long drink to h 
From father's porter can, 

And fill with mincemeat to the brim 
That odious School Board Man ! 


—-— 


THE BUTCHER-BOY BICYCLIST. 

It was a wild and wintry night, but he rode resolutely on. The 
blinding rain, the splashing mud, the sli: g pedestrians and the 
sprawling horses mattered nothing to him, as, on his scarlet tri- 
cycle, with his heavy cage of Christmas ts in front of his saddle, 
he dashed madly along. A little way , & timorous old 
stood in the road and watched him coming. As he bore down upon 
her, she di from left to right and m right to left again. 


~ Muss it ain't disgrace— 

Crash! The trike rebounded a little as it struck her, brosdside 
on ; she reeled, then fell, and was crunched beneath the 
wheels of the railway van follo close 

“ One more!” chuckled the butcher-boy, as, with fiendish & 
he leaned down and bit a fresh notch in the brake handle. “If 
don’t make it a score before this night’s over, may I never see 
another Boxin’ Day!” 


And he dashed on. eee 


‘HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
fund of anecdote, 


+ best thi 
Eudes BLOPER'S | An’ down't yaou fergit 
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BIRDS SLOPER’S CAUGHT AND KEPT, 


That witnessed thy 


jure ; 60 lovely thou art, 
but encage thee in Venus's bower, 
nd Seas a nets ah Merced wee 


—A, SLOPER, 
——Ee 


= A CHRISTMAS ROMANCE. 
HAVE been thinking, H said Mrs. Menniwigs, how nice 
it would be to ask a Saw trlande have on Boxing Day, bn pllne after, 
e usi give some sort of Christmas party, you know |" 
Her hus answered not until he had lighted his pipe with the 
Water Rates “ Final Notice.” “I ont, jane,” he said at length, 
that you had quite decided that these affairs were not worth the 
trouble, I'm sure ; “but you told me not a month ago that there 
wasn't a soul in the neighbourhood you cared two straws about.” 
Henry, what if I did; really 7 have a most un- 
of remem! lit 


Laureate, ee, 


peace 5 
t thin lenry—forgive m ing it—I don't think you 
understand this opirit SoEN ako ead ene : 
—to be forgiving, kind, thoughtful, and forbearing towards one 
; that, Henry, I take to be the duty of us all.” 
Henry shrugged his shoulders. “Very well, my dear,” he said, 
“do as you like! Who are you going to ask ?" 
the Jones th 


it would be rather nice to ask the Joffmans. 


akicction | tad then 
oes Whiffes and 


like Mr. 8; wand 
Mr. Whiffes’ to dis- 


| Seay es our 
“ Disgrace us! 
Why, what’s the 


matter with them?” 


“Now you are trying to be sarcastic with me. I knew what it 
would be the moment apenas a little pleasant gathering. You 
want to spoil = wie ting your disreputable companions to 

08 ouse, 

“ My disreputable companions ; I like that. 1'd have you know, 
madam, I consider them infinitely superior to the twopenny 


ha'penny gang you want to ask, with t! mischief-making old 


aunt of yo your interfering mother and sister, who— 
“BrotTe!” The exclamation burst from Mrs. Menniwigs like 
the first thunder-clap of a ering storm. The next moment she 


had launched her work basket, full of its numerous odds and ends, 

at the head of her lord and master. But woman's aim is erratic ; 

the missile took effect upon the most cherished ornamental article 

in the room, and brought it down smash. <A minute later the 

Spirit of Christmas spread her wings, with a mournful sigh, and 

3 the ecene in the midst of one of the most pd domestic 
urbances ever witnessed in that particular household. 


Se 
LAVISH! 


Cabby. Don’t squander ‘em ifemra ausceuricucs be Lea 
on me, mum, ” enoug! ve ‘em 
im your will to some o’ the needy ‘orspitals, 


416 ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY AUNTIE GASPED. GIRLS SNOOK'S HAD ROWS WITH. 


~—= 
TI 

And we don’t wonder at it in this case. 

Mashed her for a good six weeks, and weighed 

“When 1 wax your age I never told a lie, Tommy.” ak eae ek ee soar’ muse is 
’ 'e a a 
© When did you begin, auutic?” 4 beustly stoney. Looe as 
BEHIND THE SCENES. 
THE First NIGHT oF THE T‘ANTO, 

oo 
= 


Bhar tape Petcare Aly: Ceeanaboer ey 
a bottle y, it’s almost cheap enough to 
drink, even at that.” 


For thi like this, you know, must be 
ter a spree, 
(4 long way) AFTER SOUTHEY. 


A OISTRESSING MALADY. oa a By <4 wv 
Patient, Puzzles you, does it, doctor? 1 kuow the complaint as 
down—it's Christmas, and I sha’n't get over it Sweets to the sweet,” said Svoogum, “ why 


that's pulled me 
for some time to come, Dolly Skirtliff can't make up her mind which to have, not weights to the Waits?" 


LITTLE PIP’S GOLFING. 


2. 


Tue DRIVE (from iustantancous photographs taken by a pal of the Dook Snook’s). 
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